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Shot Down 


Author's Notes: 
| was asked to post a couple of my older stories. Here they are. :) 


Please note, all characters are over the age of 14. 


The last bell of the day sounded, sending crowds of excited students spilling into the hallways. It was Friday and 
they had forty eight hours off from the world. Forty eight hours to party, screw and hang out. 


With his arms full of books, Izzy left his English class, a serene smile on his lips. He ambled along the hallway, 
people jostling him from all sides in their rush to get home and start the weekend. Fantasies of the coming two 
days played through Izzy's mind, curling up on the sofa with his best friend Bill, stolen kisses during 
commercial breaks and two long nights under the covers of Izzy's bed. His parents were going away for the 
weekend to some distant cousin's wedding. Izzy hadn't been invited, so he and Bill had the house to themselves. 
Izzy's smiled widened slightly; a weekend of love and affection His heart gave a little leap as he thought about 
gentle kisses, probing tongues and feather soft touches. They hadn't gone “all the way" yet but Izzy hoped that 
this weekend would be the weekend that it all happened. He was ready to take their relationship to the next 


stage. He only hoped that Bill was ready too. 


Walking through the long halls, Izzy headed towards the bleachers. It was where they'd meet every afternoon, 
sitting on the old wooden benches, wrapped up in each others arms, lips and tongues softly sealed together. An 
hour lost to love before returning to their respective homes. 


Pushing open the big double doors, Izzy stepped out into the sunlight. He turned his face towards the sun, 
letting the warmth bathe his pale skin as he picked up the pace, eager to meet up with the object of his 
affections. There had been no one else since the fiery, yet shy, redhead had caught Izzy's eye. Sure, he'd had 
a few embarrassed fumbles with others but it had never gone any further than quick kisses. It had been Bil 
who'd stolen his heart and, he hoped, later that weekend, his virginity. He'd kept condoms and lube in his 
bedside table for months, waiting for the perfect moment when one of them would spread out for the other. 


He'd been planning the night for months; there'd be incense, candles, soft music and him and Bill. 


As he walked across the grass, Izzy could see the familiar figure of Bill sitting beneath the bleachers. The 
red-head had his back to Izzy and his head was bowed forward slightly as if he was studying something. Izzy 
felt a spring enter his step and he smiled as he closed in on Bill. Quickly, he planned on how he'd greet his 
boyfriend. He'd quietly set the books on the grass, wrap his arms around Bill's waist and bury his face against 
the softly scented skin of Bill's neck. He'd flick his tongue against the gentle curve of Bill's ear, eliciting gentle 
moans. The thought made his cock twitch and Izzy wondered if he could convince Bill to slide his slender fingers 
into his pants and jerk him off. Probably not, Bill was shy enough without him asking for sexual favours in 
public. 


Suddenly, Izzy spotted something; a shapely, tanned leg wrapped itself around Bills waist. Izzy stopped, watching, 
waiting. Arms wrapped around Bill's neck and pulled his head down. Izzy felt his heart stop. Bill wasn't... he 
couldn't. he wouldn't. 

Dropping his books, Izzy ran the rest of the way to the bleachers. His shaggy hair streamed behind him and 
his old sneakers pounded against the sun-hardened ground. Skidding to a halt, he looked down at Bill, a brunette 
girl seated in his lap. They were completely oblivious to Izzy staring down at them, watching them kiss and 
grope. Bill's hands had disappeared somewhere up the girl's shirt, while they sloppily tried to suck each other's 
faces off. 

Izzy felt his heart break, an ice cold stake rammed deep into his chest. 

"Bil," he whispered, tears prickling his eyes. 

At the sound of Izzy's voice, Bill looked up, face flushed and breathless. 

"Izzy," he replied, without a hint of guilt. 


"Bill, how could you?" he asked. 


The girl completely ignored him, as if he was dust in the wind, choosing instead to attach her mouth to Bill's 
neck. Izzy noticed that he made no move to get rid of her or even hide what they had been doing. 


"I thought what we had was, you know, just a fling.” Bill just shrugged. "I didn't think you took it that seriously.” 


Izzy could feel his chest tightening, his heart shattering into a million pieces. A single tear touched the corner 


of his eye and he quickly brushed it away. 
"i22." Bill's voice sounded distant. "Please don't cry." 


He felt a hand on his arm, Bill's hand, wrapping around his arm, trying to comfort him. In defiance, Izzy knocked 


it away. There was no way he wanted Bill to touch him again. 
Izzy sniffed, wiping a hand across his nose. "I loved you Bill, really fuckin loved you." 
"| love you too," Izzy heard him reply. "Just not in that way now. | still want to be your friend” 


"No." Izzy shook his head, letting his hair fall forward to hide his bloodshot eyes. "I don't want anything to do 


with you ever again" 


Turning around, Izzy grabbed his books and ran for home, tears streaming down his cheeks and his heart in 


tatters. 


~~~The End 


